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THE  TEN  PLAGUES    OF  JERUM 
=====  **§ 


THE  PHYSICIAN. 


00  A  TALE  OF  PHOENICIA* 

Jbrum  the  Physician  once  lived  in  the  city  of  Tyre  in 
Phoenicia,  and  was  famed  for  his  learning  and  skill,  so 
that  the  sick  came  to  him  from  Egypt,  and  from  Syria, 
and  from  other  lands,  and  gave  for  his  advice  and  help 
presents  of  gold  and  silver  and  precious  stones.  Yet  was 
he  not  proud  or  puffed  up  like  his  neighbour  Joram  of 
Sidon,  who  disdained  to  go  to  the  poor  and  needy  because 
they  could  not  pay.  After  Jerum  had  spent  the  whole 
morning  among  the  sick  of  the  city,  one  might  see  him  in 
the  evening  riding  on  his  grey  mule  about  the  villages, 
where  he  went  from  house  to  house,  bringing  everywhere 
comfort  and  help.  Both  rich  and  poor  in  Tyre  knew  how 
to  prize  such  service,  and  they  honoured  Jerum  above  all 
other  physicians. 

One  day  at  noon,  as  he  returned  to  his  house  to  eat 
hastily  the  simple  meal  which  his  wife  Astaroth  had  pre- 
pared, he  found  before  his  door  a  man  from  Judaea.  He 
was  shaking  the  dust  from  his  feet,  and  he  crossed  his 
arms  on  his  breast  and  asked,  "  Are  you  he  whom  I  seek, 
the  physician  Jerum ?  "  "I  am  he,"  said  Jerum  ;  "  tell 
me  quickly  your  desire,  for  lo!  I  am  in  haste."  Then  the 
man  raised  his  hands  and  said,  "  Praised  be  Jehovah,  who 
has  guarded  me  on  my  journey  and  brought  me  safe  to 
your  house.  I  am  Amos,  servant  of  the  High  Priest 
Ezekiel  in  Jerusalem,  and  I  am  sent  by  my  master  to  beg 
you  to  visit  him  in  Jerusalem  that  you  may  free  him  •frbm 
his  heavy  affliction." 

"  That,"  said  Jerum,"  is  easy  to  say,  but  hard  to  do. 
Why  did  not  your  master  himself  come  to  me,  that  I 
might  see  him  face  to  face,  and  know  his  sickness?" 

*  Dr.  Ludwig  Hopf  (Philander),  of  Stuttgart,  has  issued  two  series  of 
medical  fables.  The  story  of  Jerum  is  taken  from  the  first  series, 
Medizinische  Maerchen,  von  Philander,  published  by  Messrs.  Levy  and 
Muller,  Stuttgart  (price  M.  2.40  in  paper,  3.50  bound  and  gilded).  The 
second  series,  Neue  medizinische  und  anthropologische  Maerchen, 
von  Ludwig  Hopf,  is  published  by  Franz  Pietzcker,  Tubingen.  The 
translator  has  to  thank  Messrs.  Levy  and  Muller  and  the  author  for 
their  permission  to  issue  this  translation. 
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"  Through  long  illness  he  is  weak  as  an  infant.  May 
Jehovah  soften  your  heart  to  go  with  nie  to  my  master!" 
"  How  can  you  ask  such  a  thing,"  said  Jerum.  "  Can  I 
leave  the  many  sick  here  and  in  the  villages  around?" 

"  It  is  Jehovah's  will  that  you  follow  me,"  cried  Amos, 
and  raised  his  hands  once  more  beseechingly.  "  Think 
well  what  you  say.  If  you  fulfil  my  lord's  request  Jehovah 
will  bless  you  in  all  your  ways.  If  you  tarry  you  will  have 
only  trouble  and  sorrow,  and  no  work  of  your  hands  will 
prosper."  "  What  is  this  that  I  hear?"  said  Jerum,  and  he 
strode  into  the  house,  leaving  the  man  from  Judaea 
standing  at  the  door. 

When  Jerum  had  eaten  and  was  satisfied  he  mounted 
his  mule  and  rode  out  to  the  next  village  where  one  of  the 
king's  woodcutters  had  that  morning  fallen  from  a  tree, 
and  had  broken  his  right  arm.  Jerum  pulled  the  bone  till 
it  was  straight,  laid  it  on  a  splint  of  wood,  and  bandaged 
it  as  he  had  learned,  and  then  in  good  spirits  rode  to  his 
home.  But  that  night  as  he  lay  in  bed  a  man  knocked  at 
his  door.  "  Come  speedily  to  the  woodcutter  whom  you 
bandaged  to-day,  for  his  pain  grows  always  worse."  And 
Jerum  arose  and  took  his  mule  from  the  stable  and  rode 
out  to  the  man.  The  hand  was  swollen  like  a  pillow, 
and  all  feeling  had  gone  from  the  fingers,  and  Jerum 
took  off  the  splint  and  bandages  straightway,  and  rode 
out  every  day  to  rub  the  arm  with  powerful  salves, 
yet  the  fingers  remained  numb,  and  the  bone  healed  up 
awry  and  the  man  was  a  cripple.  Then  the  man's  wife 
took  her  husband  into  the  city  and  pleaded  before  the 
judge,  and  the  judge  ordered  Jerum  to  pay  the  wood- 
cutter an  hundred  pieces  of  silver.  From  that  day  the 
heart  of  Jerum  was  sad,  and  the  best  dishes  which  his 
wife  Astaroth  could  prepare  were  tasteless.  Then  said 
his  wife,  "  Husband,  you  are  sick  and  need  rest.  Take 
my  counsel  and  go  up  into  the  mountain  of  Lebanon 
where  you  have  friends  among  the  herdsmen.  Abide 
with  them  till  you  are  well."  "  And  who  will  care  for 
the  sick  who  need  me  while  I  am  away  ?"  asked  Jerum 
with  a  troubled  face.  "  Have  no  care  for  that,"  said  his 
wife.  "  Is  there  not  Hanno,  my  sister's  son,  who  has  just 
come  from  studying  under  the  most  famous  physicians  of 
Greece  ?  Let  him  come  and  take  your  place  so  long  as 
you  are  away."  And  it  was  so,  and  Hanno  came  from 
Sidon  where  he  lived  with  his  mother,  and  Jerum  bade 
farewell  to  his  wife  and  his  young  son  Hamilcar  and 
his  nephew,  and,  staff  in  hand,  he  climbed  up  into  the 
mountain. 

And  it  came  to  pass  some  time  after  he  had  left  the  town 
that  a  great  feast  was  held  in  Tyre  in  honour  of  the  god 
Baal,  and  one  of  the  bullocks  for  the  sacrifice  brake  loose 
and  struck  the  high  priest  with  his  horn  in  the  body  so 
that  the  man  was  borne  off  for  dead.  And  the  whole 
people  cried  out  for  the  physician  Jerum,  and  when  he  was 
not  found  at  his  house  they  brought  his  nephew  Hanno  to 
the  place,  and  Hanno  washed  the  wound  with  a  sponge 
and  bandaged  it  with  all  care  as  he  had  learned  to  do  in 
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Greece.  But  the  priest  died  in  great  agony  in  the  follow- 
ing night,  and  a  man  of  Tyre  who  had  helped  at  the 
dressing  of  the  wound  told  how  he  had  seen  with  his  own 
eyes  that  Hanno  had  sewed  up  a  sponge  in  the  belly  of  the 
high  priest.  And  there  was  a  great  outcry  against  the 
young  physician  so  that  he  fled  by  night  to  his  home  at 
Sidon,  for  the  people  would  have  cast  him  out. 

And  when  Jerum  was  well  and  returned  to  his  house  from 
the  mountain  he  saw  from  afar  his  wife  Astaroth  approach, 
and  come  to  meet  him,  with  his  son  Hamilcar.  And  Jerum 
was  glad  and  showed  his  joy,  and  after  he  had  greeted 
them  he  said,  "  Why  is  not  Hanno  come  also  with  you  to 
meet  me  ?  "  But  Astaroth  hid  her  face  and  began  to  weep 
and  told  him  with  tears  all  that  had  happened.  Then 
Jerum  tore  his  hair  and  his  beard,  and  cried,  "  Woe  is  me 
that  I  went  into  the  mountain  and  left  the  care  of  my 
people  to  a  fool.  Now  is  this  plague  worse  than  the  first, 
and  the  children  on  the  street  will  mock  at  me."  And  he 
was  more  sorrowful  than  before  and  feared  to  leave  his 
house,  thinking  himself  despised  of  the  people  of  Tyre. 

But  Hiram  the  King  remained  well  disposed  towards 
him  and  bade  him  come  to  the  castle  to  heal  his  wife 
Baaltis.  Now  the  king  had  lately  received  from  the  Queen 
of  Cyprus  a  beautiful  young  slave  as  a  gift,  and  he  was 
well  pleased  with  her,  and  proposed  to  keep  her  in  the 
women's  apartments  beside  his  wife.  And  his  wife  was 
wroth,  and  she  fell  into  convulsions  so  that  her  maidens 
could  not  hold  her.  And  Jerum  came  and  gave  her  the 
most  precious  of  medicines,  but  the  convulsions  would  not 
leave  her.  Then  went  one  of  the  maids  to  Joram,  the 
physician  of  Sidon,  and  received  from  him  a  box  with 
small  white  pills  and  a  vial  of  clear  liquid,  and  of  these 
she  gave  the  queen  each  day  three  pills  moistened  with 
one  drop  of  the  liquid.  And  on  the  third  day  when  the 
queen  had  taken  the  second  pill  she  had  news  that  sudden 
death  had  befallen  the  beautiful  slave  from  Cyprus ;  and 
she  rose  from  her  bed  and  was  well  as  heretofore.  And 
the  queen  began  to  praise  the  physician  of  Sidon  who  had 
given  again  her  life  and  health,  and  she  spake  evil  of 
Jerum  so  that  he  lost  the  favour  of  the  king  and  might  no 
more  appear  within  the  palace. 

This  pleased  the  other  physicians  of  Tyre  more  than  if 
the  king  had  given  them  presents  from  his  treasury,  and 
one  of  the  most  cunning  went  secretly  to  Sidon  and 
learned  from  Joram  the  way  to  prepare  the  pills  and  the 
clear  liquid.  And  when  he  returned  he  made  known  in 
all  the  streets  of  the  city  that  he  had  studied  the  Sidonian  art 
which  had  cured  the  queen  and  was  prepared  to  treat  all 
patients  according  to  this  art  and  half  as  cheap  as  Jerum 
with  his  expensive  medicines.  And  all  the  people  ran  to 
him,  and  Jerum  sat  in  his  house  and  listened  with  wrathful 
heart  to  his  wife,  Astaroth,  who  said,  "  Will  you  not  also 
study  this  Sidonian  art  ?  For  see  the  king  and  the  nobles 
and  all  the  people  have  left  you,  and  the  money  in  our 
store  grows  daily  less."  "  Far  be  it  from  me,"  answered 
Jerum ;  "  rather  let  me  fall  in  the  sea  where  it  is  deepest 
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than  to  give  a  sick  man  instead  of  medicine  a  worthless 
pilule  and  to  deceive  him  with  the  hope  of  cure."  And 
he  hardened  his  heart  and  grew  daily  more  silent.  But 
his  wife  sat  at  the  window  and  wept.  And  she  saw 
the  man  from  Judaea  come  again  towards  the  house, 
and  said,  "  Here  is  again  the  man  from  Judaea  coming 
hither.  Will  you  not  this  time  go  with  him  to  heal 
the  high  priest  that  no  further  plague  come  upon  us? 
For  verily  the  man  hath  prophesied  truly."  "  No,"  said 
Jerum;  "  I  will  not  go  with  him.  Said  I  not  that  I  could 
not  leave  the  sick  in  Tyre  and  its  villages  ?  Therewith 
must  he  be  content."  And  he  went  down  and  shut  the 
door  in  the  face  of  the  man  from  Judaea.  Then  Amos 
lifted  up  his  voice  and  said,  "  Four  plagues  has  Jehovah 
sent  upon  you.  Ere  I  come  again  will  they  be 
multiplied."  And  he  took  his  staff  and  turned  his  face 
towards  Jerusalem. 

And  when  it  was.  evening  and  cool,  Jerum  rode  to  the 
next  village  to  see  a  sick  woman.  And  as  he  rode  from 
the  gate  there  sat  the  man  from  Judaea  by  the  brook, 
bathing  his  hot  feet.  And  Jerum  made  as  if  he  saw  him 
not  and  spurred  his  mule  to  hasten  past.  But  the  mule 
backed,  and  Jerum  raised  the  stick  which  he  bore  in  his 
right  hand  and  smote  the  beast  on  the  head,  so  that  it 
reared  and  threw  its  rider  to  the  earth.  And  Jerum  fell 
upon  a  sharp  stone  and  lay  with  broken  heel  before  the 
watchmen  of  the  gate.  And  they  raised  him  and  bore  him 
on  a  plank  to  his  own  house.  And  there  was  great  grief 
and  lamentation  from  his  wife  and  son  ;  and  he  must  lie 
six  weeks  in  bed  with  his  foot  bandaged,  and  when  he  left 
his  couch  he  must  long  go  on  crutches  as  one  who  is 
cripple.  And  when  he  was  again  well  the  people  of  Tyre 
went  from  him  and  made  as  if  they  knew  him  not.  Then 
it  became  dark  before  his  eyes  and  he  staggered  in  his 
anger  and  went  towards  his  house  like  one  drunken.  And  he 
cursed  himself  and  said,  "  Cursed  be  the  day  on  which  my 
mother  bare  me !  Cursed  be  the  hour  in  which  my  father 
sent  me  to  become  a  physician !  Is  this  the  thanks  for 
the  many  cures  I  have  wrought  and  the  reward  for  the 
good  I  have  done  to  the  poor  and  needy  ?  "  And  he  began 
to  weep  bitterly.  And  his  wife  Astaroth  laid  her  hand  on 
his  arm  and  said,  "  Be  comforted,  the  friends  who  cleave 
to  you  are  not  all  gone.  After  you  went  out  the  rich 
Berosos  of  Samos,  who  dwells  at  the  harbour,  sent  his 
servant  that  you  might  come  and  heal  him  from  the  boils 
against  which  all  the  skill  of  the  other  physicians  has  been 
vain.    Go,  then,  and  make  your  fame  live  anew." 

And  Jerum  went  and  opened  the  boils  with  a  sharp 
knife,  and  the  man  was  healed.  But  Jerum  noted  not 
a  little  scratch  which  a  thorn  had  made  on  the  first  finger 
of  his  left  hand.  And  the  poison  of  the  boils  entered  into 
the  scratch  and  poisoned  his  blood,  so  that  his  arm 
swelled  to  the  shoulder  as  if  a  snake  had  bitten  him,  and 
he  was  bent  upon  his  bed  with  pain.  In  this  time  of 
trouble,  when  he  believed  that  the  end  was  not  far  distant, 
there  appeared  to  him  in  the  night  the  figure  of  the  man 
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from  Judaea,  in  form  as  he  had  seen  him,  and  he  heard 
his  voice,  which  spake,  "  Six  times  Jehovah  warned  you 
to  put  away  your  hardness  of  heart  and  to  go  to  Jerusalem 
to  heal  His  servant  Ezekiel.  But  you  have  stiffened  your 
neck  as  at  the  first ;  therefore  hath  He  sent  and  smitten 
you  in  the  marrow  of  your  bones.  Repent,  then,  and  say 
that  you  will  follow  me  when  you  are  again  well."  Then 
Jerum  turned  in  his  sleep  and  cried,  "  Depart  from  me, 
thou  spirit  of  evil.  I  will  have  no  dealing  with  thee." 
And  his  wife  Astaroth  awoke  from  sleep  and  asked  in 
fear,  "  Wherefore,  Jerum,  do  you  cry  aloud  ?  "  And  he  said, 
"  See  you  not  the  man  from  Judaea  with  his  long  beard 
come  to  torment  me  ?  But  I  will  take  my  staff  and  chase 
him  away."  Then  Astaroth  saw  that  he  spake  in  fever, 
and  she  gave  him  a  fresh  drink  and  cooled  his  forehead 
with  water  and  with  vinegar  so  that  he  slept  peacefully. 
And  when  the  morning  brake  and  Astaroth  would  dress 
the  arm,  it  was  issued  in  the  night  and  all  the  pain  had 
gone.  And  Jerum  was  well  again  and  could  go  to  the 
patients  who  called  him.  Then  Berosos  gave  a  feast  in 
his  honour  and  invited  all  the  nobles  of  Tyre,  and  praised 
Jerum  as  the  first  of  his  friends  and  that  he  had  given 
his  life  for  him  and  had  saved  him.  And  all  who  were 
bidden  came  to  Jerum  and  embraced  him  as  if  they  had 
never  forsaken  him.  And  from  this  time  his  repute 
increased  so  that  the  sick  would  have  no  other  physician 
and  his  housf  was  ever  full  of  those  who  desired  his 
help.  And  when  it  was  night  and  Jerum,  wearied  with  the 
work  and  heat  of  the  day,  had  laid  him  to  bed  they  still 
knocked  at  his  door  and  would  not  rest  till  he  had  gone 
to  them.  And  when  he  came  home  and  went  again  to 
rest  he  in  his  dreams  heard  still  a  knocking  on  the  door 
and  rose  and  called,  "  Who  is  it  that  desires  me  ? "  but 
there  was  no  one  to  be  seen.  And  Jerum  said  to  his  wife, 
"  Am  not  I  the  most  tormented  man  in  the  world?  Verily 
if  I  have  not  rest  from  the  many  sick  my  strength  will  fade 
like  grass  in  the  summer  drouth."  And  Astaroth  laughed 
and  said,  "Are  not  you  well  and  strong?  If  you  would 
not  go  when  the  sick  call  you  why  do  you  not  become  one 
of  the  priests  who  lead  an  even  life  by  day  and  have  their 
rest  by  night  ?  "  And  Jerum  knew  that  he  would  get  no 
consolation  from  his  wife  and  he  bare  his  trouble  in 
silence.  And  at  this  time  the  king  gave  orders  to  the 
governor  of  Tyre  to  find  out  how  many  children  were  born 
each  year  and  how  many  at  each  age  died  in  the  city  from 
disease  and  accident.  And  the  governor  sent  for  Jerum 
and  gave  him  tablets  whereon  to  write  the  children  of  the 
last  year,  and  still  others  for  the  dead  and  the  nature  of 
their  diseases  and  accidents.  And  when  they  were  ready 
and  fairly  written  he  was  to  bring  them  again  and  deliver 
them  into  the  hands  of  the  governor.  Then  Jerum  pleaded 
with  the  governor  earnestly  and  said,  "  I  pray  you  hold  me 
excused,  for  lo,  the  hours  of  the  day  are  given  each  to  his 
appointed  task  and  my  work  for  the  sick  leaves  me  no  time 
for  other  things."  Then  was  the  governor  wroth,  and  said, 
"  It  is  the  king's  command  that  I  have  laid  upon  you,  and 
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if  you  do  not  obey  it  shall  be  my  care  to  prepare  for 
you  meet  punishment."  Then  Jerum  sighed  and  bore 
the  tablets  to  his  house,  where  he  sat  over  them 
many  nights  while  others  slept.  And  when  all  were 
ready  he  took  them  to  the  governor.  And  the  governor 
was  gracious  unto  him  and  said,  "  Since  you  have  prepared 
all  these  so  exactly  the  king  has  provided  for  you  that  you 
be  the  physician  to  all  those  who  work  in  the  royal  work- 
shops. And  each  shall  pay  a  part  of  his  wages,  and  when 
he  is  ill  he  shall  have  no  other  physician,  and  he  shall 
receive  a  portion  of  his  wages,  and  you  Jerum  shall  write 
for  each  the  days  of  his  illness."  Then  Jerum  thought 
of  the  money  which  would  flow  into  his  purse,  and  he 
thanked  the  governor,  and  merry  at  heart  he  went  to  his 
own  house. 

And  it  came  to  pass  as  the  governor  had  said.  He  set 
overseers  over  those  in  the  king's  workshops,  and  they 
went  on  the  first  day  of  every  month  and  collected  from 
each  a  share  according  to  the  tale  of  his  wages,  and  bade 
him  when  he  was  ill  go  to  Jerum  at  midday  when  he  had 
eaten,  for  this  was  the  time  when  Jerum  came  home. 
And  each  day  at  midday  there  came  the  dyers  and 
the  glassworkers  and  the  workers  in  amber  and  they 
stood  at  Jerum's  door  awaiting  the  medicine  for  their 
ailments.  And  those  who  had  recovered  came  again  and 
brought  their  tablets,  that  he  might  write  thereon  the  days 
of  their  illness.  And  Jerum  was  hungry  and  thirsty,  but 
could  not  J}e  satisfied  till  all  the  tablets  were  written. 
And  Astaroth  his  wife  was  grieved,  and  came  to  the  door 
and  asked,  "  Why  do  you  not  come  to  eat  with  our  son  and 
me  the  meal  which  I  have  prepared  ?  "  "  How  can  I  eat 
with  you?"  said  Jerum.  "  See  you  not  the  many  who  still 
wait  for  their  writings?  Accursed  be  this  new  law  that 
has  made  me  a  clerk  instead  of  a  physician."  And  he 
stamped  his  feet  in  his  wrath  ;  but  day  by  day  it  was  ever 
the  same,  and  Jerum  felt  ever  more  weary  and  all  the 
joy  and  pleasure  had  gone  from  his  life.  And  there 
arose  a  lively  voice  within  him,  "  Had  you  gone  to  the 
sick  high  priest  at  Jerusalem  this  plague  had  not  come 
upon  you."  And  he  said,  "If  it  was  impossible  for  me  to 
leave  Tyre  before  on  account  of  the  many  who  sought  me, 
it  is  to-day  even  more  so,  for  each  day  sees  an  increase 
in  the  load  that  is  laid  upon  my  shoulders.  Are  there 
not  physicians  in  Jerusalem  or  in  all  Judaea?  To  them 
should  he  send  and  call  them  to  his  bed." 

And  it  fell  about  this  time  that  the  children  of  Tyre 
were  smitten  with  an  evil  plague,  and  there  was  no  house 
where  there  was  no  child  laid  down.  And  Jerum  went 
from  house  to  house  and  gave  the  children  medicines  and 
cooling  drinks.  And  when  the  sickness  waxed  day  by  day 
he  said,  "  Till  now  I  have  guarded  my  son  Hamilcar  and 
kept  him  from  illness.  Lo,  now  will  I  send  him 
and  his  mother  into  the  mountain  that  he  may 
not  be  ill  also."  And  he  sent  to  his  wife  to  bid 
her  get  ready  to  go  into  the  mountain.  But  when  he 
came    to    the    house    the  boy    lay  already  in  fever 


and  none  of  the  medicines  which  had  healed  the  other 
children  did  him  good,  and  he  became  weaker  and 
weaker  and  died  in  the  selfsame  night.  Then  Jerum 
rent  his  clothes  and  put  ashes  on  his  head,  and  would 
neither  eat  nor  drink  while  his  son  lay  dead  in  the  house. 
But  when  the  boy  was  buried  he  ordered  his  servant  to 
saddle  his  mule  and  began  to  prepare  his  satchel  with 
food  for  a  journey.  "Whither  do  you  ride?"  said  his 
wife  Astaroth.  Then  he  answered,  "  Ten  plagues  already 
are  come  upon  me,  but  the  last  is  worse  than  all  the  rest. 
Therefore  will  I  go  to  the  high  priest  that  is  sick  at 
Jerusalem  that  greater  evil  come  not  on  me  and  my 
house."  And  Astaroth  wept  and  said,  "  Alas !  had  you 
followed  the  man  from  Judaea,  our  son  Hamilcar  had 
yet  lived." 

And  he  departed  from  his  wife  and  rode  silently  on  the 
road  that  leads  to  Jerusalem. 

And  on  the  eighth  day,  when  the  sun  was  already  low 
in  the  heavens,  he  came  tc  the  gate  of  Jerusalem.  And 
about  midnight  the  gate  was  opened  and  a  bier  was  borne 
forth,  which  many  people  followed  with  weeping  and 
lamentation.  And  as  they  came  near,  Jerum  said  to  one  in 
the  train,  "  Friend,  will  you  not  tell  me  to  whom  they  give 
thus  the  last  convoy  ?  "  And  he  knew  not  that  it  was 
Amos  to  whom  he  spake.  But  Amos  knew  the  physician 
from  Tyre,  and  said,  "  He  whom  you  see  upon  this  bier  had 
yet  lived  had  you  come  to  his  aid.  Last  night  he  bade 
them  carry  him  to  the  roof  of  his  house,  and  he  looked 
towards  the  west  if  peradventure  he  might  see  you  come. 
And  when  you  came  not  he  bowed  his  head  and  departed." 
"  How  can  he  then  forgive  my  sin?  "  said  Jerum.  "  He  has 
already  forgiven  you,"  said  Amos.  "  And  as  you  have 
repented  and  have  come  even  thus  late  the  measure  of  your 
affliction  is  full,  but  that  your  obstinacy  and  delay  be  not 
forgotten,  the  plagues  which  have  been  laid  upon  you  shall 
not  be  removed  from  the  faculty  of  the  physicians  from 
now  till  the  end  of  years.  Depart  now  in  peace  and  return 
to  your  wife." 

And  Jerum  returned  again  to  Tyre  and  lived  long  in 
honour  in  his  native  city,  and  they  gathered  him  to  his 
fathers  and  laid  him  beside  his  wife  Astaroth.  And  the 
prophecy  of  Amos  the  servant  of  the  high  priest  has  been 
fulfilled,  and  there  is  no  physician  who  has  not  suffered 
from  the  plagues  of  Jerum  the  Phoenician. 


